BROKEN -EARTH

as though she were in a torture-chamber.    The little angel!
She is fading so fast !   Poor, poor, mamochka !'

She averted her face and wiped her eyes, then looked
up again, smiling as if in apology for haying lost control of
herself.

'Let me start my story at the very beginning,'  she  said,
*so  that you will know all the details.    Though my father is
a muzhik, born in this village, he is a very bright man.   He
became an officer in the army, and I was reared in  the  city,
reared falsely, outrageously.    I never did  any work.    I did
not have to.    We had two servants, and they did everything,
even helped me with my toilet.    We lived in a lovely  apart-
ment with rugs, curtains, mirrors, elegant furniture, and nice
people were all the time coming to our house, going  with us
to dances,  to  theatres,  to   concerts, to  skating-rinks.    Life
was   one continuous holiday for me.    But I was ignorant,
fearfully ignorant.    True,  I was a distinguished student at
the gymnasium, I read books,   attended lectures,  associated
with people  who had   been in    the   gymnasium    and   the
university,   but   I was ignorant,   preposterously ignorant.
What did I know of life, man, the world,  ideals, purposes,
outside of my own immediate vanities ?    Nothing.    I was a
barina (gentlewoman), a beloruchka (lady of leisure).   Labour
was a disgrace in my silly old world.   I was the  daughter of
a muzhik ; yet I never thought of that.    I always thought of
myself as the daughter of an officer in the army, a person of
privilege.   I disdained to associate   with   people   below my
station in life.   It seems so funny to me now ; yet in the old
days   a   maid,   for   example,  a janitor, a chimney-sweep, a
coachman, were not people to me ; that  is,   not real people,
but only creatures, coarse, unclean, wifch no imagination,  no
sense of beauty ; creatures who merely lived,  worked,  slept,
ate, got married, had children, and died.'

Presently an elderly muzhik passed by on foot with a
sackful of hay on his shoulder and his face dripping with
sweat. We hailed him with a 'good-day,' and he responded
heartily and waved his hand.

*In the old days,' she said, following the muzhik with her
eyes, *I should have thought a man like that with his bare
feet, tousled hair, smelly clothes, just a dirty creature. He
would h^ve given me the creeps.'